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BULLOOfi CARNEY,
WBITTCT FOR THE EVENING STAK BY W. A. FRA3ER,

(Copj-right, 1898, the S. S. McClore Co.)

Two mile* from T>an Stuart's whisky
dive, and eighteen from Golden, the Mis¬
soula trail took a sudden kink In Its flesh-
colored ribbon and wound around the butt
of a hi? fir stump.
Behind the stump a man was kneeling

that gladsome September day all among
the tawr.y gold and crimson of the dead
ros* loaves and the soft gray and crjam of
the bleached bunch gra?s.
He migK have beon praying, so quietly

was he kneeling there, but he wasn't.he
whs blaspheming softly to himself, as his
Impatient eye wandered in and out among
the boulders and trees that fringed the
trail.
The morning sun picked out little bright

Jewel-like spots, on the instrument he had
leveled across the top of the big stump. He
femeJ to be a surveyor taking levels.
Just as three m*n riding bronchos :ame

In sight at a sudden turn In the trail, he
bowed his head to the level of the instru¬
ment and looked carefully along Its smooth
length.
The bronchos were coming along at a

swinging walk, their heads o« a l3vel with
their withers, and the bri(;le reins hanging
loosely in the liands of the riders.
Suddenly there was a nervous tightening

of the right hind grasping the instrument
& sharp click close to it; a puff of smoke
foilowed by a sharp crack, and the man
ruling th° second broncho tumbled from the
saddle, shot through the heart. He rolled
over as he fell, and the bright blots of
blood splashed over the ruse leaves by the
side of the trail.
The hrst cayuse startled out of his sleepy

lope by the report and flash, reared and
plunged madly forward. As he took the
first bound in the air a bullet glanced from
the high horn in front of the man and went
tear;- RlUNiev way through the
Jeathc: flaps of the big Mexican saddle.
The rider yelled and dug the spurs in the

tr nibiing flanks of the horse as he felt the
hot lead scorching Its way close to his skin.
"Damn bad shot!" the man behind the

¦tump jerked out between his square jaws,
»» he pumped the lever of his repeater for¬
ward and back.
evidently he had meant well, but the cay¬

use rearing had diverted the bullet from its
Intended way.
The third broncho and its rider were mak¬

ing good time In the other direction. The
.hot he sent after them did not increase
their speed any, for they were doing their
level bjst.
The anim 1 the dead man had ridden did

cot nave. He stood beside the fallen fig¬
ure, waiting with dumb patience for his
masier to rise and mount again.
Throwing the empty shell from the

breech of his rifle, the man who had fired
the shots walked leisurely over to the fig-
vre lying on the ground.

"Well. Jack, old man." he said, address¬
ing the hors;, "you're a damned sight hon-
ester Uian your master. If he'd stuck to
bis pals as close as you're doing he'd be
ready for grub-pile at noon Instead of
bleaching out here.
"And 1 guess he cached the 'stuff In this

big apperajos, too," he added, shoving his
hand down In the ample, bag-like aiTMr.

Yes. It wc- , there right enough; a whole
bag full of .t. Forty-four hundred dollars,
as was found out afterwards.
Then he turned his attention to the man

lying on his back, with the great ragged
red gash in his chest where the encirclingi>uilet had plunged through.
"Well, pari, you've thrown down your

tnate for the last time. "Whisky urinkin' is
Dad business, but whisky tradln' Is away
up In *G,' to Jedge by this wad," And he
kan<H^d the bag of money lovingly.
"You might a-known better than to throw

me down." he added, reproachfully, as

though he were trying to throw the blame
of the murder upon the man himself.
"Come on now. Jack. I'l use you for a

little," and he leisurely threw his leg over
the cayuse and disappeared down the Mis¬
soula end of the trail.
He had not gone far before he turned

Short to the left up a dry water course.
Here he stopped, and, dismounting, pro-

ce»*!e«1 to wrap some old bags he pulled
out from behind a rock about the feet of
the cayuse.
"You're a tenderfoot. Jack: you've hit

the trail so often that you're a bit sore in
the toes." he remarked, in a dry mono¬
tone. as he worked at the bags.
Then he mounted again, and went across

country for about three miles, until he
.truck the big oedar swamp which runs for
miles and miles from Golden.
As he rode along he let his thoughts workthemselves out In words, firing them at

"Jack," and puhctuating them with swing¬ings digs from the big spurs which hungrather loosely on his rather high-heeledboots.
"They'll think that the prospector wholaid your old man out has hit the trail for.ilsaoula and lit out.
"They'll pick up tracks there, all right«aough. but they ain't yourn. Jack."Let me see." he added, pulling a watchfrom his pocket; "Whisky Saunders tookthat bad spell about 10 o'clock. The Jay onthe cayuse will strike Golden about noon.Did Steel anc his Jim-Oandles win pull outin naif an h ur. and pick up your tracks

neamn for MUsouia about 3.
Then* 11 be a hell of a row. and they'll^un In some poor devil before night TheyCop almost any one but me."

Just as they neared the edge of the "Big
VlthUi

a h°rS® ne,*hed a short Stance

. i ne9S, ?!azes smells you. Jack," hepa:... chuckling softly. "He thinks we'vebeen a long time over the job "

*'v5 y°'J a drink." he said, as hetLomounted n.id you 11 hang out here untilone 'hrows a line over you tonight,
-f-v.

you ,oose When It's time."1 hen tie mounted Blazer and rode In a^.5,.? ' skirting the cedar swamp, andW ,,e mountain side on his way back». was dark when he got to thelord on Kicking Horse river, just oppositen°u"l "way acroHS he took a care¬ful pjll to one side. letting Biaser feel hiskit T Stopping the horse, he lookhis ft lnchester and threw It far out on thettpper s'de of the ford; that 1s. h. ,«t'Z'?' at "¦ lbUt the loosa \f hitackle l.ne caught in the breech and theIfle came splashing down at Blazer's hoofs* dan>ned bad throw," he said grimly'-then he chuckled softly to himselfjpiess this outflt'll cut loose better:" and he£°."lnced "rin* *»¦« cartridges f«outt1m i « strea5" w"h vigorous swings ofhi* long arm. That a a cinch," he gruntedcomplacently. "1 wiah the gun iald^" eeo
* .! « Vad flBhln» n<>w. an' I guess theyton t find it anyway."
.ound of ?'azer s lo« the muffledting on hi ,m"r,a,nd Struck wtth ^ sharp

... smooth-worn stones on thet E « V' th* Klrk,n« th "rider
awing

# * .
"

. « ,it was the night before the day that theWi.i^cy smuggler lay out on th. Mitsoulatrail. Stark and atilT. with his red a.plashed all over the tawny ^ "'Sleaves and withered rosebuahM
fc^'ch8' En?11"h *lrl 3100,1 ln Arvll Pantley'sbachelor Quarters, not very sumptuoJQuarters were they either, shewing muchjCa^f'°Sa ra rule and absence of ordei."as astonished and said soWhich was nulta right, for he had not s.«n

g\rt <r C,C A'ton.*'nce he had left Kn-
1 m Siad to see you. Grace," he said

>'ou shouldn't have come hero all the
Erne. Vcu always had sense, but this isIriy :col;sh."
"That doesn't matter In the slightest,fna, besides (with a fine touch of womanlyInconsistency), no one saw me coming hereaxcept th» friend who Is waiting outside -

|t * none of their affairs if they did."'Well, what's expected of me," he asked.JBMlcriedly.
"You're wanted at home, your mother

grants you."
"t »uppc«e I ought to go. but I'm not

.Otoe all the same," he added, taking a
ton* breath as though the words scorched

throat a little.
~'Tas, you must go Arvll. I want you to
Jpx This life is not the life for you. Your

©
mother sent tills money to you to take
you back to Her, so you must go now."
He stooped his tall, magnificent figuretoward her a litt.a that she might see bet¬

ter, and with his hand parted tha heavyblack hair which swept across his broad
forehead In luxuriant abandon.
"Do you see that big red scar?" he asked;

"Well, if I were back there my mother
would put her htnd upon my foiehead, so,
as she did when I was a little boy, and
when that ugly scar mat her gentle eyes,she would ask how came it there. I could
not tell her, neither could I lie to her. And
it is that way with all the scars, both on
mind and body, they are too deep.I can¬
not go back."
"Arvil. I do not believe that. You were

good when we were together as children in
England, and you are good now in spite of
all you say, and you will go back. I prom-
is<;d your mother that I would ftnd you
here and tell you that she wanted to see
you before she died. Father was coming
here for a few days to look at his mines,
and then we go on to the coast."
"You need not come back with me to

the hotel. X have a good guide with me,
the friend who got her to com® with me
called her Mammy Nolan: I know that
you will go back, for you've promised me,
and you never broke a promise to me yet,"
she said, as she slipped quietly out of the
door.
A little roil of bills was lying on the table

where she had left it.
. * . . . . .

It lacked half an hour of 12 o'clock when
a French half-bred. Baptists Gabrielle,
galloped Into the square of the police bar-
xacks at Golden on a cayuse reeking with
the wet which is from the inside. The con¬
stable on guard, pacing solemnly up and

down hi front of the major's quarters,
thought the fanatical looking rider was
drunk or running amuck, and swore that
he would put a hole in him unless he
stopped.
But Baptists wasn't drunk.he was only

badly frightened, if there is any difference
between a drunken man and a frightened
half-bred. It is in favor of the former as
far as coherence Is concerned.
Baptism was a weird-looking object as he

slid from the back of the jaded beast,
standing there with all four legs braced like
the posts of a sawhorse in sheer weakness,
and flanks pumping in half spasmodic
strokes as the wide open nostrils clutched
at the air the lungs were clamoring for.
"By Goss! that fell' Whisk' Sand'son,

he get keel," panted Baptiste, with a face
the color of a lemon in a bottle of alcohol.
"By tam! a fell' wit' long neck he keep

him bahint stump, an' he s'oot him soor."
"Is he dead, Ba'tiste?" queried a Sergt

Hetheringtun, In a voice with a full flavor
of peat bog about It. "Is he dead, or on'y
hu-r-rt?"
"Bet you life, that Whisk' fell' he dead,"

replied Baptiste. That fell' he s'oot tree,
fo'e time; an' Sand'son he kill for soor,
he dead w'atever. He try soot me, but I
otaii' him off, an' come quick tell police
fell'.'
"March him in to the major," said Heth-

erington to a constable.
Before the major, Baptiste's harangue

boiled down, read: "Shot at 10 o'clock on
the Missoula trail, about eighteen miles
from Golden."
"What was the man like who did the

shooting?" asked the major.
"Tall fell' wit' long neck," was the

graphic descripticn this query brought
forth.
"Indiai breed, or white man?" asked

the maji r.
"Don't :now; me tink he white. Tall

fell'; tan long neck. That fell' ha get
Whisk'; Sand'son stuff, too, you bet, Fo',
five tousan' he get in appar'o."
That was all. Baptiste's face was the

face of a man whose soul is In other gar¬
dens; his lajiguaga that of a man too bad¬

ly frightened to be ar.ything but natural.
The respect for the head of the force was
even as t gain of mustard seed in the ava¬
lanche o- f*ar which had swept him from
that rad-splaahed spot on the Missoula
trail to Golden.
There was no doubt ha was telling the

truth.
"Who's tall with a long neck?" asked the

major shortly, turning to the sergeant
major, who was standing In front of his
OesV.
"I will find out, sir" replied the latter,

saluting as he passed out.
"That long Englishman, Arvll Santley,

has a long neck like an eagle: an' Con¬
stable Grady says that he's been workin'
tha racket to beat two of a kind lately,
air," was the sergeant major's graphic re¬
port when ha lined i p in front of the desk

y again.
"Lot Sergeant Hetherington taka two

constable* and rations for two days, and
get after this devil before his track's gatcold. Commence at the body. Send It
back to Golden. Tall Corporal Ball to look
up this Santley outfit In town. If he'« got
tha stuff he'll have It cached somewhere
at>out."
Thai «u tha beginning, all la on* fiaj^

the dead body lying out on the silent trtJl
so stiff and cold, with the glazed eyes star¬
ing straight up into the mountain blue of
the smiling sky, and the hurrying of men
in brown jackc-ts and dark, tight-fitting,
yellow-striped pants, as they saddled ai'd
bitted the strong-limbed bay horses which
were to gallop and gallop after.the wind.
Sergeant Hetherlngton and his merry

men picked up the tracks the tall man told
Blazes they would And, and followed them
for many a goodly mile, which time there¬
of the tall man with the long neck was
working his way along the mountain side
to the ford. Many miles beyond Dan
Short's place the tracks vanished. Per¬
haps some one eise had put bags on his
horse's feet and led him across country.
"Corporal" Ball was the official recog¬

nition of Mr. Bail's efficiency, but "Lanky"
Ball was the godless form of expression
his lathelike superstructure provoked
amone the fellows:
"Lanky" Ball was more fortunate than

the sergeant: he discovered something.
Twenty-four hours after he started out

he discovered that he Could not find the
man with the neck like an eagle.Arvil
Santley.therefore he had disappeared.had
lit out.had hit the trail had packed his
outfit and dusted; these were the bits of
lccal-colored knowledge he picked up.It was from Mammy Nolan, who kept a
restaurant ir. a big tent and sold whisky
on the side, that he found out about Sant-
ley. "He lit out south yesterday," she
said. "He got steered up agen a skin game
up to Dan Short's, an' they corraled his
last remittance from home. It's about
time he did get out, for they had him stone
broke. But he was a gentleman, all the
same." said mammy, as she stood, with
her hands on her fat hips and looked upand down the corporal's ungainly fig¬
ure.
"What did you want him for? Has he

been cracking some of the constables'heads? He'd do It Quick enough for them
if they bothered him."

"I guess he's done worse than that,"said the corporal, as he mounted his horse
and rode away.
"Looks as though he'd done the trick,"said the major, when Corporal Ball mads

his report.
"He's got a good start, and will likelyhead for the second crossing op the Colum¬

bia and work his way down Into Montana.
There's a rough town at the crossing, and
he's dead sure to head for that."
And then because the sergeant was away

with two men, and because the whisky men
and the gamblers, and those who were
ci.ssed simply because they couldn't helpit. needed much guidance in their daily life
and because the post was always short ot
men anyway, the major had to put a spe¬
cial constable on with Lanky Ball to go
after Stanley.
"You'll need a good man, a rustler, to

help you take this Englishman, for he's a

FROM THE SADDLE.

husky chap," said major. "Who'll you get?"
" 'Bulldog* Carney's the man, sir," re¬

plied Corporal Mall.
'"Get him," oommanded the officer.
"Lanky" Ball found Carney after much

trlbulous search; found nim at Mammy
Nolan's, found him amidst the glamor of
many tin lamps, the smoke from which
mingled with the odoriferous steam of fry¬
ing pork, and filled the big tent with a
soft, summer-like haze.
Looked at from some angles. Carney was

Just the man to go after the si tyer of
"Whisky" Sanderson. He was a big, pow¬
erful man, as big as the one they were
after. He could handle "Pearl," that was
his big Colt's with a dexterity that com¬
manded universal respect. Long since he
had filed away the sights and whin it was
necessary to place several bullets in a
limited time, he "fanned" his gun.turned
it into a miniature Gatling. Apart from
this proficiency, and a certain Instability of
temper, he was a high roller.
Sometimes the police were hot on his

trail as leader of a big whisky outfit, and
sometimes he was on their aide, fighting
shoulder to shoulder to put down some
tough gang. He didn't approve of tough¬
ness as a pastime.
"Be gentlemen," he used to say. "Gen¬

tlemen can't work and gentlemen must
have money, but don't be tough for the
fun of the thing.there is no fun in it."
When "Lanky" Ball explained to him

what he was wanted for, and that there
was a reward of $500, half of which ha
would get if they captured the man who
did the job, he replied: "Cert, I'll go, for
I'm getting stale here. The game's ahead
of me here and I need a stake to Btart in
again."
They rode out ten miles that night so

that they would be sure to have an early
start on the trail next morning. Over their
pipes, between "grub pile" and "blanket
time," they drifted on to the sobject of
the dead man and Arvil Santley.

"I'll bet you an even fifty," said Carney,"that Santley didn't do this job."
"I've good cause to have a down on him

myself, for I've got his signature across
the bridge of my nose, where his big
sprawlln' English fist caught me unawares
one night. But he'll show my trademark
right enough every time he parts his hair,"he added, by way of vindicating his out¬
raged honor, "for I carved his lofty brow
for him, and If his skull hadn't !>een so
damnably thick perhaps we wouldn't be
chasin' him now. All the same, he's not
the sort to lay a man out for the fun of
the thing; he never had any dealin' with
Whisky Sanderson, for he wasn't in the
know. He was all right for sport, but the
beys hadn't any use for him when tt:ey
were runnln' the stuff in."

"I'll just go you fifty, Carney," said the
corporal. "The old man doesn't make
many mistakes, and If we can get to the-
second crossln' of the river before Santley,we'll bring back the man that laid Sander¬
son out."
"It's a bet, then," said Carney, and there

was a queer smile about th i regular lips
set so firmly In the square Jaw.
Then they chipped In with their two

blankets and slept under one cover, back
to back, with their feet toward the small
smoldering campflre; slept soundly, as Just
men should."Bulldog Carney," gambler,whisky smuggler and special constable, and
"Lanky" Ball, plain corporal in the N. W»M. P.
"He's ahead of us," said Carney, as theygalloped side by side the next day. "I

picked up some tracks back there, and here
they are again. He doesn't seem to. bo in
any hurry, Aiough, for, according to the
tracks, his cay use has been taking It prettyeasy."
That afternoon, when' they struck th«

ci ossing, they couldn't find anybody who
had taken Santley across the river.
"He must be on this side somewhere

yet," said the corporal. "If you Btop here
and watch the crossing I'll try and look
him up on this side. He'll be about some
of the gambling dives, likely.'"
He looked him up. He found him. In

the queeu's name he was made prisoner.
Santley laughed when the corporal told
him he was wanted for murder.

"It's some blawsted debt, I fancy," he
said: "and the murder racket is only a
blind; but I'll go all the same. I'm half
sorry I left the beastly hole, anyway. It's
so beastly slow down this way."
When they came back to the crossingCarney was gone.gone, cayuse and all,

over the river; he had given the ferryman
|50 to take him across, so the ferryman
told the corporal.
"He's a queer flsh," said the boatman.

"I didn't want to cross till the morning;but he got me down there by the boat, and
gave me my choice between ICO and a plugof lead from that gun he spun around onhis forefinger."
The corporal was dumfounded. "It's

devilish queer," he muttered; "but order*
are orders, ueU I've got my man, and I
don't see as Ave a«y call to go alter this
crook;"' and 1® thought of Pearl, and Car¬
ney's OeautiOfi marksmanship and varioul
matters, antfr went; thoughtfully back to
Golden with Ms prflfener.
"Lanky" Hall hadi a good head for obey*

ing orders, which ste a good thing for a
corporal to htive; but he hadn't much of a
head for solcing 'just such problems as
this, which ^as, perhaps, good also.per¬
haps that *a? why he was corporal after
twenty years»of s«#vice.

"I'll bet yam ftfttt cases that 'bull dog"
did that tradjer up3 said Santley, as they
rode side by Mde. S?
"That's que*," atad the corporal. "Car¬

ney bet me tfoBt you didn't do it, and
now you wanjrto lay me the other way. If
he did it, I dtin't suppose that he'll come
back for the stuff.the fifty he laid that you
didn't do it." ~

"I got the idog Englishman, sir," report¬
ed the corpouil to the major, when they
got back to the barracks; but the other
one's lit out.took his hook when I was
lookin' up the prisoner."
"What other one?" queried the major.
"Bulldog Carney, sir; he skippisd across

the river."
"That looks suspicious," thoughtfully re¬

plied the major, as he pulled at his iron-
gray mustache.
"It would be a bad one on us If it turned

out that he had done this, and we had
c&rted him out of the country.given him
ah escort; eh, corporal?" v
Of course, there was a trial, with A-Vil

as the center of attraction. The other fcsi
gotten away, and they had to hang some¬
body if they could, so they devoted tnelr
energies to proving Arvll guilty, and the
chances are they would have succeeded if
it. hadn't been for one person.
His clearing out looked very suspicious

and they found quite a sum of money on
him when he was arrested, although it was.
known that he had been cleaned out beforo
he went away. He would not tell ;vhore he
got It, either. "None of their blessed busi¬
ness," he told them.
"It may hang you," said a friend, "If

you don't tell."
"Hang it is, then," he replied, doggedly.
But worst of all was Baptiste Gabrielle's

evidence.
"Yes, by Gross! Dat fell', he s'oot t'rec,

fo' time me. Steek has head up fom dat
stump. See him me soor."
Then Mammy Nolan went out to the

place where Whisky Sanderson had met his
fats, and she wound something, too. The
bullet that had killed poor Sanderson had
been in a terrible hurry, and had gone
clean through and through him.
Mammy Nolan followed up the line of

sight from the slump across where San¬
derson had fallen, end luckily located the
bullet in a sand knoll thirty yards beyond.
It was a case-hardtned 3S.35 Winchester
bullet.
. "That's the bullet that killed him right
enough." mused Mammy; "but it might
possfcly have been fired there some Other
time. It wasn't quite conclusive.
Then she found the bullet that had

scorched the leg of the foremost rider that
day imbedded in his saddle. That was con¬
clusive.
Then commenced the search for the lifle

Itself. There was only one such rlfla owned
in Golden, and it had belonged to Bull-
Dog Carney.
Now, Carney had been back in Gold<jn

after the murder, and he hadn t taken hjs
ritle with him when he want away with
Lanky Bill, so he must have hidden it
somewhere. To return to Goiden afltr
killing Sanderson he wovild cross the ford
at Kicking Horse. Jt was a forlorn hope,
but she made up her mind to drag tile ford
for the rifle.
When Mammy found ..he rifie wher« it

had dropped she knew she l ad forged one
of the strongest links in ihe chain of evi¬
dence which fastened the guilt on Carney.
It was Mamnly, too, who introduced a

new witness to the court in the person
of Grace Alton. She bad come back from
Vancouver In olsedlence to Mammy s tele¬
gram. Her evidence was very simple, but
effectually cleared up the mystery of the
morey.

"I gave it to him," she said simply, "to
pay his passage home to his mother. X
told him a falsehood; I told him it was
from Ills mother. He wouldn't have taken
it from me if he bad known the truth,
but I wanted him to go home to his moth¬
er, who was asking for him every day.
We were children together.Arvll Santley
and myself."

It was a revelation to that wild west¬
ern life, this sweet, womanly girl, and the
man who would rather hang than com¬
promise her by telling that she had given
him the money.
"1 had too bad a name," he said when

his fiic-nds rounded on him for a chival¬
rous goat.
Mi"imy didn't know about the money

when she sent "for Grace; she only kne^v
that Grace and Santley had met when
Grace was in Golden.
In the face of the new evidence, not

much slock was taken In Baptiste Ga-
brulle's saying that Arvii Santley was
tha man who had snot at him. He had
been too badly frightened to know what
the man who had done the shooting real¬
ly looked like. Besides the other, the man
who hud galloped on in front swore that
it was a fair man who had shot, while
Santley was. dark.

It came out that Mammy Nolan was a
Plnkerton detective, and the business of
running a restaurant and selling whisky
on the side was only a blind. Nobody-
out the major had known this before.
After many ir.oons of anxious tracing,

word of Carney came to hand. He was
at St. Vincent, just over the borders from
Manitoba.
.¦The extradition law 1s slow," mused

the major, "likewise Is It uncertain. Now,
If we haa Carney on this side the line we
could arrest him."
At th'a the sergeant, who was standingby, pricked, his ears.
"It molglit be managed, sor.'*
"Perhaps, perhaps," said the major re¬

flectively. "Corp. Ball knows his man.
He escorted him out; perhaps he'll es-
oort him back again. You will need con¬
siderable money, for it's a long trip," and
he wrote out a fairish-sized order.
Lanky Ball and the sergeant located

Carney at a smalt hotel at St. Vincent
not a stone's throw over the line.
A little preliminary arrangement with

the hotel keeper, and that night as Car¬
ney gently slept the sleep of the just two
figures sloie up the narrow stair which
led to ills room, and silently slippedthrough the door.
How still and dark the room was. Ah!

n<5t so dark now, for like the headlightof an ehgine a bull's-eye lantern was
throwing its full glare upon them, and
they were looking into the dark depthsof two murderous-looking revolvers as
Carney held them above the counterpane"O, that's you, Lanky, ia it?" he said
cheerfully. "Glad to see you. Coma to
pay that fifty, I suppose. Just put it on
the table there. I don't feel like getting
up. That's right, you can take one hand
down," he said.
"Just lay your gun down on the table

first, though. Quick, now, cough up that
fifty, for, you see, you're burglars in my
room, and If I let daylight through the
pair of you it will be all right, you know."
Then Lanky put up 50 cases of the good

government money he had brought to paythe expenses of taking Carney back.That was the nearest they ever got to
Carney, for he is still living the life of
a "gentleman."

Tn proportion to lt,s sUe, a fly walks thir¬teen times as fast as a man can run.

(Copyright, 18®8, Life Publishing Company.)

The Sparrow."Why do you catll yourself
an "ostrich?" "

The Cassowary."Sh!.not so loud. That
is my nom da plum*."

COSTLY CRITICISM
It Does Not Fay to Make Remarks

About the Kaiser.

OFFENDER USUALLY &0ES TO JAIL

Law of Lese Majeste Works Great

Hardships in Germany.
EVILS OF DENUNCIATION

Special CorreipoDdeoea of The r.v jDing Star.
BERLIN, July 3, 1S88.

The following article Is -written by a
prominent German editor, how prominent
would be recognized immediately If his
name could be given. But to that he ob¬
jects most decidedly, as It would certainly
mean his prosecution and imprisonment on
the v«ry charge which he discusses. It is
sufficient to say that he is not a social
democrat.is, in fact, thoroughly opposed
to that political party and a strong adher¬
ent of the monarchy.

Germany has attained an ill-favored re¬
nown 111 foreign countries by the number¬
less political trials which have occurred
since the present kaiser ascended the
throne. Most of these proceedings have
been instituted on the charge of lese ma¬
jeste, a crime for which the English-speak¬
ing nations have not even a word in their
dictionaries. The periods of incarceration
which have been inflicted on men and
women of all clashes for the offense would
aggregate centuries. Venerable widows of
seventy and schoolgirls of fifteen have been
sent to Jail alike for a word o£ criticism
against the emperor, though the press has
provided a good proportion of the offenders.
Now, what is this terribie crime of lese

majeste? How does the law define it?
Clause ninety-live of the German penal code
gives some information on this point. It
reads thus: "Whcfeoever is found guilty
of libeling the kaiser, or one of the federat¬
ed German sovereigns, will be sentenced
to prison for not less than two months, or
to Incarceration in a fortress from two
months to five years."
This is the law as it stood of old. It has

not been altered under the present emperor.
The only change tHat has occurred is a
severe and extended application, such as
was never be/ore attempted. Under the
old emperor one did not hear much of
"Majestats Beleidigungs-Prozessen" (trials
for lese majeste). His majesty performed
the duties of a sovereign very much like
Queen Victoria of England. He wrote his
name under what Bismarck chose to sub¬
mit to him and lived otherwise like an old
gentlema.i of independent means. He
played at soldier as long as he was able to
mount a horse, resorted to watering places
In summer time, amused himself, but he did
not meddle with party politics and never
indulged in speechmaking. So his venera¬
ble figure commanded sympathy even
among those who disapproved his earlier
career and the bloody part he played In
fighting the popular movement of 1848, for
which he bore for long years the name of
"Kartatschen-Prinz." Under such condi¬
tions no public man. no Journalist or politi-
cal agitator felt Inclined to criticise the per¬
sonal acts of the old kaiser. It would have
been considered bad taste to do so. just
as it is in England to criticise the personal
acts of Queen Victoria.

A lien yen-Horn Present.
But this state of things was altered al¬

together as soon as William II occupied the
throne. His temper does not permit him
to be a constitutional monarch of the mod¬
ern type. He has in himself nothing' of the
charming modesty and the prudent modera¬
tion of his father and his grandfather. He
is a romantic character of the type of
Frederic William IV, who, a year before
the revolution of 1848, emphatically ex¬
claimed: "No power in the world shall in¬
duce me to put on a sheet of paper (1. e., a
constitution) between our Lord in heaven
and my people." From this monarch Wil¬
liam II has inherited the autocratic convic¬
tion that he is not a man of flesh and blood
like other mortals, but rather a heaven-
born present bestowed upon the fatherland.
From this monarch, too, he Inherited fond-
ness for spechmaking, which has proved
to be unfortunate for the kaiser himself,
for the whole nation, and especially for a
good many citizens. It is an unfortunate
tendency for the kaiser, for the reason that
nearly every speech he has delivered litis
held liia. up to ridicule before the whole
country. Even those who lie In the dust
before him laugh at him as soon as he has
gone, and many a cruel Joke on his
speeches which now is common property of
his subjects was brewed in the ante cham¬
ber of the Schloss of Berlin. It is unfortu-
nate for the nation, because the friendly
relations which should exist between the
body and head of the state are violently
disturbed by these turbulent outbursts of
an unruly personality. And, last but not
least, It is unfortunate for a good many
individual subjects, because they have had
to reconsider their frank criticism of these
speeches in the prison cell. j

The Knitter's Attitude.
The question whether there was room

for such criticism or not may best be an¬
swered by some specimens of those
speeches. I
Addressing a body of recruits. William

once said: "For you there is only ono foe,
and that is my foe. In view of our present
socialist troubles, it may come to this,
that I may command you to shoot down
your own relatives, brothers and even
parents, in the streets, which God forbid!
But if it comes to that you must obey my
orders without a murmur." After a din¬
ner given In his honor by the Brandenburg
provincial diet he eaid: "Those who op¬
pose me I shall dash In pieces." And again,
to gentlemen of the Rhenish diet at Dus-
seldorf, with regard to Bismarck, whom
he had just dismissed: "One only is lord
in this country, and this one am I. Who¬
soever opposes me I shall smash".whence
his nickname, "William the Smasher"
(WUhelm der Zerschmitterer). This firm
belief that the Almighty and he are some¬
thing like very near relatives may be
learned from many of his speeches. For
instance: "The 'kingship, by the grace of
God." expressed the fact that we Hohen-
zollerns accept our crown only from
heaven and are responsible only to heaven."
"God has given himself such endless
trouble with our house that we can as¬
sume He has not done this for nothing.
No, Brandenburgers, we are called to
greatness, and to glorious days will I lead
you." Again: "The first King of Prussia
once said: 'Eome mea nata corona,' (My
crown is born out of myself). I in turn,
like my imperial grandfather, hold my
kingship as by the grace of God. It wae
on this spot that King William openly de¬
clared before his subjects that he held his
crown from God alone. This is also my
deepest conviction and has ever served me
as a guide in all my actions."
. To Craah His Opponents.
A most undesirable thing for a constitu¬

tional monarch to do Is to take an active
part in politics. William II has done so,
although in the beginning of his reign he
told the people: "The King of Prussia
stands so high above parties and party
conflicts that, seeking the best interests of
all, he is In a position to make the wel¬
fare of every Individual and every province
in his kingdom his care."
He roon abandoned this position. When

after his famous labor rescripts In 1800,
which have proved since to l» a mere
electioneering trick, the social democratic
votes rose from 700,000 to 1,420,000, he
alarmed the garrison of Berlin to "play
at war," and it Is reported on good au¬
thority that on this oocasion the kaiser,
alluding to the vote, said to his suite,
"Ballots are theirs, but bullets are mine."
As his speeches declare, the emperor

has made up his mind to . smash" any
opposition, but the social democrats he
means to "smash" above all. In 1888
when he received a deputation of the
striking miners of Westphalia, he ex¬
claimed: "Should it turn out that there
Is any socialist connection with this move¬
ment, then it will be Impossible for me
to weigh your wishes with my royal good¬
will. For to me every social democrat is
synonymous with a Relchs-und-Vater-
landsfeind (a foe of the empire and of
the fatherland)," Later he spoke of the
labor party as "a pest that most be root¬
ed out." In September, 189S, when some
opposition rose against the f1. of the.

court party to elevate WIIHub I. to whom
hts grandson. not history, had given the
name of "Wllhelm der Qrosao," to nearly
the rank of a saint, the kaiser uttered his
strongest outburst of hatred against tb«
left wing of the opposition. In an address
to the officers of the guard he said: A
roue of men unworthy to bear the name of
Germans ventures to drag Into the dust
the sacred person of our blessed emper¬
or (William I). May the whole nation find
ill themselves the power of rejecting these
unheard-of attacks. If not, then I shail
call upon you. my guards, to check this
felonious rout and to engage In a figh*
that will relieve us from these elements."
A few days later In another speech he
designated the members of the social dem¬
ocratic party as "fatherlandless scamps."
Although the country had hitherto been

startled by the heavy Increase of trials on
the charge of lese majeste. they were &i
nothing compared to the flood of these pro¬
ceedings which broke all over the father¬
land after these September speeches. From
September, 18W>, dates the high tide ol
persecutions caused by the personal en¬
trance of the kaiser into politics. What
could be meant by that appeal to th«
guards? Revolution from above, bloodshed
In the streets against a party which count¬
ed a million and a half votes in the elec¬
tions, the second strongest vote of all par¬ties? Would It have been possible for a
press which retained a minimum of self-
respect to refrain from commenting uponthese speeches? Could a nation look tacitlyupon a perspective as horrible as was
drawn here by the kaiser? Such repres¬sion could not be expected. But as soon as
we opened our mouths to utter our opin¬ions upon these speeches we were sent toprison by scores.

Operations of the I.avr.
The kaiser had frankly spoken of civil

war 'for which he would call upon the
guards. But nobody was allowed to say
that the kaiser had done It. For to Initiate
a civil war is a crime, and to say that the
kaiser had borne In mind the Idea of civtl
war Is lese majeste. notwithstanding thefact that he had really and publicly utter¬ed that Idea as his own. The kaiser hadcalled a million and a half subjects "father-landless scamps," but when a journalistwrote that the kaiser had "abused" the so¬cial democrats, he was sentenced for lesemajeste, because the kaiser is, by law,supposed to be unable to "abuse" evenwhen he has clearly done so. In the caseof this Journalist the public prosecutor de¬fined the theory of lese majeste thus:"I do not ask whether what the accusedmaintained In his article be untrue or true,whether it has any Justification or founda¬tion, whether It be provoked by the em¬
peror or not, whether the femptfur has usedthose words or not. The only question atIssue Is, Did he say that the emperor hadabused the social democrats or not? Headmits he did write it. That is absolutelysufficient for his conviction. As soon as he
says, 'The emperor has abused,' he is
guilty. In cases of lese majeste no plea oljustification Is allowed. The king can do
no wrong!"
He can do no wrong! Even If he does

wrong it is no wrong! That Is what theGerman people is commanded to believesince the "September-Kurs" was opened,that the German people Is commanded bythe judges of the country to accept asjustice!
A Far-Fetched f barge.

When Liebknecht, the aged leader of the
social democratio party, opened the annual
party congress at Breslau some weeks al¬
ter those September speeches of the kaiser,
he said In his opening address, in which
the person of the emperor was not even el-
luded to: "Thrusts of dirt, from whatever
direction they may come cannot hit us."
Result.four months' imprisonment on ac¬
count of lese majeste for the septaugenar-
lan, upon whom his most bitter opponentslook with respect.
It may surprise people outside of our

own "fatherland" to learn liow the court
arrived at this conviction. Here are the
"motifs" of the Judgment: "These words
(thrusts of dirt) do not, as such, constitute
lese majeste, and the accused Is such an
experienced politician that It was evidentlyhis desire and his Intention not to commit
lese majeste." But as the kaiser had a
few weeks before condemned the social
democrats In strong terms, "there mighthave been people in the audience who
might eventually have been of the opinionthat liebknecht alluded to the kaiser as
throwing dirt, and It might well have been
the Intention of Liebknecht to provokesuch an opinion In hts audience."
This Is a fine specimen of the rotten the¬

ory of "dolus eventualls" (eventual Intent)which was specially invented by our prose¬cutors and judges in order to satisfy the
demand for victims of lese majeste. One
may easily Imagine how the confidence of
the people in the administration of "jus¬tice" has been strengthened by these ma¬
nipulations of a foul byzantlnlsm, and how
they will speak out on this theory at the
first opportunity.

Courts Do Not Agree,
There Is another typical feature of the

lese majeste epidemic. After some months
of administering "Justice" of this sort, no¬
body in Germany knew what lese majeste
was and what It was not. Xot even Judges
knew, for on the same article courts In dif¬
ferent towns diverged in Judgment. Herethey dismissed: there they convicted. Onoeditor was sentenced to nine months' Im¬
prisonment, which he has served, for anarticle for which two high courts In an¬
other town declined to prosecute, because,In their opinion, there was not the slight¬est trace of lese majeste In it. But the
most startling example of these corrupttrials is this: A provincial puper printod
an article of its Berlin correspondent com¬
menting on the fact that nearly all duel¬
ist murderers were pardoned, while politi¬cal prltfocers had always to undergo their
sentence. As the right of pardoning be¬
longs to the crown, the provincial Judgas,with the aid of that famous crutch, "dolus
oventualls," came to the conclusion that
the editor of the paper had committedlese majeste because he had attributed tothe crown an unequal and unjust adminlo-
traiion of the right of pardon. The editorhad to undergo three months' imprlpon-ir.ent. Of course since the provincial editor,as the minor criminal who only printedthe vicious article, was sent to prison, theactual author deserved to be punlthcd In
a more severe way, especially since heUv.-d. as it were, under the eye of sacredmajesty. So the provincial prosccutortriumphantly Bent the Judgment of his
court to bis Berlin colleague, who at onceestablished proceedings against the Borlln
correspondent. The ridiculous conclusionof the matter was that, though the publicprosecutor read out to the Berlin Judgesthe decision of their prov-lnclal colleagues,they unanimously discharged the author,stating that In their judgment the article
contained nothing but fair criticism, ar.dIf such expressions of public opinion were
to be punished, fair criticism would bo-
come lmtXBslble.

Nobody Knows What It is.
It is a fact that nobody to Germany

knows at this moment what lese majeste
Is. For safety's sake, there Is a mutual
but tacit agreement among those concern¬
ed as far as possible not to mention the
kaiser and his doings. If he make* speech¬
es they are registered verbatim without
comment. That is. Indeed, the strongestcriticism to which they can possibly besubjected. Aj a final resort, the eflltor ofthe Kladderadatsch. Herr Trojan, recentlyresorted to the advica of the old Latin
sage. "Rlder.da dtcere verum," and In¬
structed his artists to draw a comic pictureof one of the emperor's addresses to his
recruits. The nation once more laughedgood-naturedly at their kaiser, but Herr
Trojan was excluded from the common
merriment. He is allowed during twomonths to meditate upon the lesson the
Berlin Judges gave him. that to make the
nation laugh at the kaiser Is one of the
most terrible crimes of fin de sleclc.at
least in Germany.
There Is another, perhaps the most per¬nicious, outcome of these lese majesteprosecutions. I mean the accursed pes*of denunciation which has fouled vaet

circles o< the population. As lese majesteIs punished, even if It has been committed
as far back as four years, there is ampleopportunity for rogues of every descrip¬tion to denounce their fellow-citizens
i> gainst whom they have, or believe that
they have, any cause for lll-feellng. Every
man or woman In Germany, I daresay, has
at least one lese majeste on his or her con¬
science. and it Is a detestable proof of the
Kickednets of human nature that sincethe initiation of the "September-kurs".
which means the course adopted by our
government since the speech of the emper¬
or to the guards on September. 18»H.that
"friends" have denounced their friends,neighbors their neighbor*, workers their
fellow workers, mothers-in-law their
sons-in-law, fathers their sons, nay, even
wives their husbands. The confidential
word bas not been holy and one cannot
trust even his intimate acquaintances in
this regard. Neither age nor sex !» pro¬tected from the public prosecutor.ReaAess la a oountxy where 1. ma-

Jette Is an unknown thin* may perhapsconceit« the suspicion that I am telling
tales, or. at leant, im strongly #»xagir*<rii t-
ing. But the following quotation? fron
newspaper report? will dismiss aucb fiis-
plclons. They are, with one exception

I In ® "i,1Kle month, and could be
augmented ad libit i;m
Not-cmber lii. The tradesman. Baurnann.

*a» Mntenciii at Stettin f..r six n.ntha

| with wh m**""!"'* i h

him
d I^Tfled had denounced

ni^?t«enrtler 5' Lle!,sch' a laiborer In a fur¬
nishing shop at Madgeburg, war sentenced
he "L ,"' fc"c"u,° In conversation

haf£ly crlUcl-a the «np,iror'scomposition an Aegir."
_ flov.e. "Jr ®- The Issue of the Vorwartu
was seised by the public prosecutor for 1

containing the note that two

? ° d l>een sentenced 10 threetenths for assault had been pardoned bythe ejnperor. to which note the editor added
strangelv'wii'h'rV,Ul;h lpnl»ncy contnist d

lil« m.J oT h^.he 'ever* punishments for
leas majeste The sditor of the Vorwarts

( mtm fw
" uto months' lmprlson-l'rights. 8U critlcism Of the kaisers

22 Kupeiyk a Polish la»K>rer
?L^ < . <*Jal,en»w. near Berlin, was sen¬tenced to five montns and two weeks for

While Intoxicated he had
.Us of h!

plctur*» suspended from the
Mntin-

" n>om' one of them repre-
ht i .

emperor. Hl« own wife, who

witness.0"0 a*a'GMt hlm' w" the chief

November 29. An Invalid miner and a

custody «mi
from EBR-n. were taken Into

them 'r. t /«**«»¦«¦ initiated against
* drunker, discussion they h;id

whf^h -
*or«I« a**."1 emperorth!lir ^eP* r(epon«d to ^e authorities by

tneir companion*.
V^r°vVeThT 30 A Danl,h »<--or named
Marx, white on a le-nuring tour to Ham.

MaTx »B*yw 8t " hotel ln S"nderbur«r.
Rrhi».r.t un,°wn a* a 1,anl!ih Wtator in

el,°' He hBd » conversa¬
tion with the parlor maid at the hotel, the
patter telling him that the soldiers of the

nfJhi^n g°[n* Ic pIay » comedy that
\lfrx ?f the empress' birthday.
t.K v

P ° the "An fol." a Dnn-
l!..i> a8e mf»ninS "What a pity." The

inf ih 'h,'s Phr.-ise to the authorl-
r

public prosecutor, translating
lr ri^,,trr°Veously by ah tr" "oh Pfu'"
Irstu^Ia ^ "I?® "rrPslP<1 the actor and
instituted proceeding? against him for Irse

V
in(r been in custody for

a long time, the actor was tried and dis-
th«?ord«^< accepting hi* plea that
1 rlTv^lf OI mean "Hli fy " but "what
ILT-k- 1 intention having beep to ex¬
press his regret that the play was to be en-

, .
d,leltantes. and not by profee-slonal actors. This case created somethingof a sensation, even ln Germany.

November 22. A widow named Zimmor-
nann was tried in Hanover behind clo«..d
\vuu£wa« Bpnter.ced to Ave months.
Within the Christmas week followingnine cases of lose majeste were tried, thfe

being dismissed. The others were disposed
of by sentencing the prisoners to twentv-
hr»°^m0'J.lhS:.oFor the year thf year
w/~ ,e S^'""'mb,*r kurs," n-Z2 persons
wore sentenced for lese majeste. eleven of
them being under eighteen years r.f age. In
. ."ft than a thousand were convlci»-d.
ihat there is no abatement In this un¬

pleasant situation is *hown by the foilow-
tng recent case selected at random from
tno newspapers?
n NJay, i ,1!Wv The shoemaker, Karl Oor-
lien of Zaboze. has been sentenced to three

,
imprisonment by the criminal

court of Olelwitz. for lese majeste. His
w ife, who is described as a very pious wo-
ir.an, was the informer.
I think the reader will be satisfied bythis evidence. It comes from Germany,and there are still no signs of abatement,

lor speechmaking goes on. Witness the
speeches at Kiel before the departure of
Prince Henry for Kiao-Chao. on the "mall-
ea fist and the "gospel of your majesty's
Z^Per>?n/ But one thing Is sure: The
subject of lese majeste will play a promt-
nent part In future elections and the voice
of the people when it finds utterance, will
be distinct enough to reach even the dulled
ears of the resident of the schloss.

FnmoDa Mar Horses.
From tbe London Mail.
Horses in war suffer more fatalities than

men. Out <?f the many thousands who per¬
ish in their duty toward their masters, only
a few return home to spend their lives ln
the ea^e and honor they deserve. One war
horse, howevar, which made a splendid reo-
ord for himself, and now han his virtues,
name and noble deeds engraved on a fitting
tombstone, was Copenhagen, the horse the
great Duke of TVelllnglon rode at the bat¬
tle of Waterloo.
Nine years after the Emperor Napoleon
(V...V an Old white horse per-
lshed of old age and pnt umonia ln England,
stltutlon. and to all visitors it is
The skeleton of the animal is set
up in rhe Royal United Service In-
pointed out as Marengo, the charger Napo¬
leon rode at the battle of Waterloo Ma¬
rengo came originally from Egypt, and was
left «o wander on the dismal battlefield
wheu the emperor was forced to flv for his
11.e. An Eng-li»h officer found and took
him, and he was sold ro a general In the
Br.tish army. In English pastures, cared
ior by kindly grooms this noble horse
passed the latter years of his life far more
peacefully and happily than his great and
unfortunate master.

Hearing Ceases.
From the London Mail.
Lord Raylelgh in a lecture said that ex-

ptrlments had shown that a vibration of
sound having En amplitude of less than
cne-twelve-tnllMonths of a centimeter could
stll) affect the sense of hearing. Such a vi¬
bration would be so short that It would
have to be enlarged 10> times befori the
most powerful microscope could render It
visible, supposing that :t were susceptible
of being seen at all. Old people, h < said,
do not shear high notes which are audible to
ycung persons, and there is reason to be¬
lieve that babies hear notes which are in-
audlbli to their elders.

A Pointer.
Prom Life.
Hatterson."How Is it. old fellow?"
Catterson (smacking his lips).'T think I

know of a place, old mtn, where you can
get even a caeaper wine than this."

The imbecility of
soine men is always
inviting the embrace

of death. It is the
delight of such
men to boast of
what "tough fel.
V", th*y we<and tell how thef

overwork them-
selves ani how

I they neglect little
^disorders and

.little illnesses

. that put other

geogle on their
It my not

sound nice to
My so, bnt it 1*
a fact that the

__ **.**«. 1}
ff.a boastful, cheerftil idiot.1"!fit* hthd
aehes, It isn t worth pajing any attention
to: If be feels dull and c rows* during the

". ufl11 8cric" consideration-if he is troubled with Sleeplessness a{
wten hi T' ^mMlf Wlth opiates.*** ,°s suffers from aervcusness hewalks into the neareet drug store and or-
QtrS nowtrni 1 madu>lau >i a7 uiuk sTorc ana or-«)ers powerful medicines that even a phye.

pure native roots and barks. It contains
so minerals, no narceties and do opiates.It simply aids nature in the natural pro-
cesses ofsecrMtoa and ex Motion It tones
SP etomaeh and facilitates the flow ofdigestive juioes h make t a man " hunnrr

i***1 tb,a " that^Z
life-giving elements of tit food ha uk«>
«« assimilated into the blood !,^^?
Md r.; It drives qut nil impu^iasand disease germs from the system ItT
n'iJ^mmker and iesh-bnUder.It it the best of all nerve tonics it cnr*4bronchial, throat and a^ct,U7u
Url^
Xy , Dr. Picroc'a 3!Ka
cured nt."

If eonstipafioti 1* a]
Pjerte's Pleasant Pellets ,

Pf7 n«»«r fail; they ne^
kuts sell both medicuiea.


